The Tragedy of Hamlet 
No trauailer returnes.puzzels the will. 

And makes vs rather beare thole ills we haue. 

Then flie to others that wee know not of. 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards. 

And thus the natiue hiew ofrefolution 
Is ficklcd ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 

And loole the name of action. Soft you now. 

The faire 0p£<?//4,Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day? 

Warn. I humbly thankeyou;weII, 

Ophe, My Lord,I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-dcliuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

H am. No,not I, I neuer gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words of lo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich/thcir perfume loft, 

Take thefe againc.for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers prooue vnkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha,ha,are you honeft. 

Oph. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lord (hip? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire, you ftiould admit 
no difeourfe to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty my Lord haue better comcrcc 
Then with honefty^ 

Ham. I truely.for the power of beauty will fooner tranfforme ho- 
nefty from what it is to a baude, then the force ofhonefty can tranf- 
I ate beauty into his likenefle.this was fomedme a paradox, but nov» 
the dmegiues it proofe,! did loue you once. 

Oph, Indeed my Lord you made me bclceue fo* 

Ham. You fhould not haue beleeu’d me, for vertue cannot fo 
euacuat our old ftock,buc we (hall relilh of it : I loued you not. 
Ophe, 
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Prince of Den war he. 

Ophe I was the more deceiucd. . 

Ham Get thee aNunry: why would ft thou be a breeder of Cm- 
„ers ? 1 am my felfe indifferent honeft, but yet I could accufe mee of 
fuch things, that it were better my Mother had not borne mee ? 1 am 

verv proude,reuengcfull,ambitious, with mote offences at my becke, 

then l haue thoughts to put them in.imaginatio to giue them fhape, 
ordmeto aftthem in:what fhould fuch fcllowes asl docrauhng e- 
tweene earth and heauenf we are arrant knaucs , beleeue none of ys. 
go thy waies to a Nunry, Wher's your father? 

Ophe # At home my Lord. 

ff a m 0 Let the doers be fhutvpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in sownehoufe. 

Farewell, 

Ophe. Ohelpe him you fweet heauens. - l . \ 

Ham. If thou dooft marry , He giue thee this plage for thy dow- 
rie be thou as chaft as yce,as pure as fnow, thou flialc not efcapc ca- 
lumny get thee to a Nunry , farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, 
marry a foole , for wife men know well enough what monfters you 
make of them ; to aNunry goe,and quickly to 3 farwell* 

Ophe . Heauenly powers reftore him, 

H am. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hsthgi- 
ucnyouone face, and you make your feies.anptlier,yQUtgig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods crc^turs > and make ypurwaru 
tonnes ignorance; goe to, He no more on t, it hathniade me madde, 
I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofc that are married already,ail 
but one fhal liue^he reft fliall keep as they ?re. to aNunry go. Exu> 
Ophe. O what a noble mind is heeie ochrowtie! 

The courtiers>fouldiers 3 fchollcr$ 3 eye, tongue, fword, 

Thcxpe(ftation,and Rofe of the faire ftate, 

Thegiaife of fashion, and the mould of forme, 

Thobfcru’d of all obferuers>quite,quitc downe, 

And I of Ladies moft deiedl and wretched. 

That fuckt the huny ofhis mufickt vowes; 
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inow ice what noble and moft foueraigne reafon 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time,and harfli, 
Thatvnmatcht forme, and ftature ofblowne youth 
Bjafted with extacy.O wo is me 
T haue fcenc what tbaue feene,fee what I lee. 



